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gondolas and far more gay, curiously carved and richly
gilt. In all parts swarmed a showy population. The
characteristic of the whole scene was brilliancy. The
houses glittered, the waters sparkled, and flocks of white
and sacred birds glanced in the golden air, and skimmed
oTer the blue wave. On one side of the harbour was
moored the Turkish fleet, dressed out in all their colours.
Our course was ended, and we cast our anchor in the
famous Golden Horn,

CHAPTER xxm.

No picture can ever convey a just idea of Constantinople.
I have seen several that are faithful, as far as they extend;
but the most comprehensive can exhibit only a small por-
tion of this extraordinary city. By land or by water, in
every direction, passing up the Golden Horn to the valley
of Fresh "Waters, or proceeding, on the other hand, down
fte famous Bosphorus to Buyukdere and Terapia, to the
Euxine, what infinite novelty! New kiosks, new hills,
new windings, new groves of cypress, arid new forests of
chestnut, open on all sides.

The two most remarkable things at Constantinople are
the Bosphorus and the Bazaar. Conceive the ocean a
stream not broader than the Rhine, with shores presenting
all the beauty and variety of that river, running between
gentle slopes covered with rich woods, gardens, and sum-
mer-palaces, cemeteries and mosques, and villages, and
bounded by sublime mountains. The view of the Euxine
from the heights of Terapia, just seen through the end of
the Straits, is like gazing upon eternity.

The bazaar is of a different order, but not less remark-
able. I never could obtain from a Turk any estimate of